DOCTOR BELOV
"And I think so too. Only give me some water. Cold,
and plenty of it."
The doctor jumped up and seized his head.
"My dear, forgive me! I thought of nothing, as
usual! You're quite exhausted! Wandering about in that
jungle! Looking for me! Good heavens! ... Here's a
water bottle, just a second, only it's warm, un-
pleasant. ... "
There was a knock at the mirror-backed door. Fima,
buxom and rosy in her white beret came in coyly with a
tray containing a coffee-pot, biscuits, and a jug of fruit
juice with ice floating on top. Another face peeked over
Fima's shoulder—everybody was curious to see the
Commandant's wife.
The doctor brimmed over with happy laughter.
"Sonechka, that's Danilov! I assure you that it's
Danilov! What a man! Fima, who sent that, Danilov?"
Pouring out the coffee, Fima replied in official tones:
"The quartermaster instructed me to say that pork
cutlets will be ready in ten minutes."
"Sonechka, don't drink your coffee yet. First eat the
cutlets. That's Danilov, of course, not the quartermaster.
He gives us nothing but millet porridge, not another
thing. ... I didn't even know that we had pork. That's
Danilov wanting to impress you. What a man? Ah,
there's a man for you! ... Fima, bring in the cutlets,
bring them in, bring them in, ... "
His wife wanted him to have some with her. It was too
hot, she said, for warm fat. She couldn't eat it all, he
knew quite well that she couldn't eat so much. ... He
refused, but when she held out a piece to him on a fork,
he swallowed it delightedly. No, it was wonderful,
wonderful luck that she should have found him!
"But how did you find us? I'd never in the world have
been able to do it. ... I'm talking nonsense, my dear,
please forgive me. What was it I wanted to say. ... Yes!
You won't be sent to dig trenches?"
"No. They're not sending me."
"But of course, of course. Your health— "

